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A Journey to LONDON. 


ACT I S$CENEDL 
SCENE, Uncle Richard's Houſe. 


Uncle Richard /olus. 


HA prudent Cares does this deep fore- 
= iccing Nation take, for the Support of its 
| worſhipful Families! In order to which, 
and that they may not fail to be always 
ſignificant and uſe ful in their Country, it 
is a ſettled Foundation- Point that every 
Child that is born, ſhall be a Beggar ---- 
Except one; and that he ---- ſhall be a Fool. 
My Grandfather was bred a Fool, as the Country 
report; my Father was a Fool as my Mother 
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us'd to ſay; my Brether was a Fool, to my own 1 


Knowledge, tho' a Great Juſtice of the Peace; and 

he has lett a Son, that will make his Son a Fool, or I 4 

am miſtaken. | 
The Lad is now fourteen years old, and but juſt out of 

his Pſalter. As to his honour'd Father, my much eſteem- | 

ed Nephew, Here I have him. 


[Shewing a Letter. 
A 3 In 
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In this profound Epiſtle (which J have juſt now re- 
ceived) there is the Top and Bottom of him. Forty 
years and two is the Age of him; in which it is com- 
puted by his Butler, his own Perſon has drank two 
and thirty Ton of Ale. The reit of his Time has 
been employ'd in perſecuting all the poor four-legg'd 
Creatares round, that wou'd but run away faſt enough 
from him, to give him the high-mettled pleaſure, of 
running, after them. 

In this noble Employ, he has broke his right Arm, kis 
left Leg, and both his Collar-bones Once he broke 
his Neck, but that did him no barm : a nimble Hedge- 
leaper, a Brother of the Stirrup that was by, whipt off 
his Horſe and mended it. 

His Eſtate being left him with two Jointures, and 
three weighty Mortgages upon it; He, to make all 
eaſy, and pay his Brother's and Siſter's Portions, mar- 
ried a profuſe young Houſewife for Love, with never 
a Penny of Money. Having done all this, like his 
brave Anceſtors, for the Support of the Famly, he 
now finds Children and Intereſt- Money make ſuch a 
bawling about his Ears, that he has taken the friend- 
ly Advice of his Neighbour the good Lord Conrthvwe, 
to run his Eftate two thouſand Pounds more in debt, that 
he may retrieve his Affairs by being a Parliament-Man, 
and bringing his Wife to London to play off a hundred 
Pounds at Nice with Ladies of Quality, before Breakfaſt. 


But let me read this Wiſeacre's Letter, once over 
again. 


| Moſt honoured Uncle, 


Do net doubt but you have much rejoiced at my Suc- 
ce, in my Elefion; It has coſt me ſome Money I 
own: but what of all that! I am a Parliament-Man, 
and that will ſet all ts rights. I have lived in the Coun- 
try all my Days, tis true; but what then! I have made 
Speeches at the Seſſions, and in the Veſtry too, and can 
Elſewhere perhaps, as well as ſome others that do; and 
1 have a Noble Friend hard by, whe has let me into 


ſome 


what Work will theſe People make? Doſt 
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fome ſmall F of what's what at Weſtminſter. 


And fo, that I may be always at hand to ſerve my Coun- 
try, I have conſulted with my Wife, about taking @ 
Houſe at London, and bringing her and my Family up to 
Town; which, her Opinion is, will be the righteſt thing 
in the Ward. © 


My Wife's Opinion about bringing her to London! 
I'll read no more of thee —— Beaft. 

[Strikes the Letter down with his Stick. 
Enter James haſtily. 

James. Sir, Sir, do you hear the News? they are all 
a coming. 

Unc. Rich. Ay Sirrah, I hear it, with a Pox to it. 

James. Sir, here's John Moody arriv'd already; he's 
ſtumping about the Streets in his dirty Boots, and ask- 
ing every Man he meets, if they can tell where he may 
have a good Lodging for a Parliament-Man, 'till he 
can hire ſuch a Houle as becomes him; he tells them 
his Lady and all the Family are coming too, and 
that a are ſo nobly attended, they care not a Fig for 
an : 

Sir, — have added two Cart-Horſes to the four old 
Geldings, becauſe my Lady will have it ſaid, ſne came 
to Town in her Coach and Six, and (ha, ha,) heavy 
George the Plowman rides Poſtilion. | 
—-_ Rich. Very well; the Journey begins as it ſnou'd 


James. 


ames. Sir. 
xc. Rich. Doſt know whether they bring all the 
Children with them ? 

Janes. Only Squire Humphry, and Miſs Betty, Sir; 
the other Six are put to board at Half a Crown a 
& a Head, with Joan Growſe at Smoke-dunghill 

arm, 

Unc. Rich. T he Lord have Mercy upon all good Folks! 

4 when 
they Il be here? 

James. Jobn ſays, Sir, they'd have been here laſt 


Night, but that the old wheezy Belly Horle tir'd, and 


A. 4. the 
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the two fore Wheels came craſh down at once in Wag- 
gonrut-Lane. Sir, they were cruelly loaden, as I un- 
derſtand; my Lady herſelf, he ſays, laid on four Mail- 
Trunks, beſides the great Deal-box, which fat Tom ſat 
upon behind. 

Unc. Rich. Soh! | 

James. Then within the Coach there was Sir Francis, 
my Lady, the great fat Lap-dog, Squire Humphry, Miſs 
Betty, my Lady's Maid Mrs, Handy, and Doll Tripe the 
Cook; but ſhe puked with ſitting backward, ſo they 
mounted her into the Coach-box. 

Unc. Rich, Very well. 

James. Then Sir, for fear of a Famine, before they 
mou'd get to the Baiting-place, there was ſuch Baskets 
of Plumbcake, Dutch-Gingerbread, Cheſhire-Cheeſe, 
Naples Biſcuits, Maccaroons, Neats-Tongues, and cold 
boil'd Beef —— and in caſe of Sickneſs, ſuch Bottles of 
Uſquebaugh, Black-cherry Brandy, Cinamon-water, 
Sack, Tent, and Strong-beer, as made the old Coach 
crack again, 

Unc. Rich. Well ſaid! 

James. And for Defence of this good Cheer, and 
my Lady's little Pearl Necklace, there was the Family 
Basket-hilt Sword, the great Turkiſh Cimiter, the old 
Blunderbuſs, a good Bag of Bullets, and a great Horn 
of Gunpowder, | | 

Unc. Rich Admirable! 

James. Then for Band boxes, they were ſo bepiled 
up, to Sir Francis's Noſe, that he could enly peep out at 
a chance Hole with one Eye, as if he were viewing the 
Country thro' a Perſpective Glaſs. 

But Sir, if you pleaſe, I'll go look after eh Moody 
a little, for fear of Accidents; for he never was in Lon- 
dam before, you know, but one Week, and then he was 
kidnapp'd into a Houſe of ill Repute, where he ex- 
chang d all his Money and Clothes for a um. 
So I'll go look after him, Sir. [ Exit. 

Unc. Rich. Nay, I don't doubt but this wiſe Expedi- 
tion will be aitended with more Adventures than 


one 
1 0 This 


, 
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This noble Head, and Supporter of his Family, will, 
as an honeſt Country Gentleman, get Credit enough a- 
mongſ the 'Tradeſmen, to run {o far in debt in oue Seſ- 
ſion as will make him juſt fit for a Goal, when he's dropt 
at the next Election. 

He will make Speeches in the Houſe to ſhew the Go- 
vernment of what Importance he can be to them, by 
which, they will ſee, he can be of no Importance at 
all ; and he will find in time, that he flands vaiued 
at (if he votes right) being ſometimes invited 
to Dinner. 

Then his Wife (who has ten times more of a jade 
about her than he yet knows of) will ſo improve in 
this rich Soil, ſhe will, in one Month, learn every 
Vice the fineſt Lady in the Town can teach her. 

She will be extremely courteous to the Fops whe 
make Love to her in jeſt, and the will be extremely grate- 
ful to thoſe who do it in earneſt. | 

She will viſit all Ladies that will let her into their 
Houſes, and ſhe will run in Debt to all the Shopkcepers 
that will let her into their Books. 

In ſhort, before her Husband has got five Pound by 
a Speech at 1 ſhe will have loſt five hundred 
at Cards and Dice in the Pariſh of St. 7 ames's. 

Wife and Family to London with a Pox ! [Going off. 

Enter James, and John Muo!1y, 

James. Dear John Moody, lam ſo glad to fee you 
in London once more. 

Jobs Moody. And I you, dear Mr. James: Give me 
a Kils Why that's friendly. 

James. I wiſh they had been ſo, Fobr, that you met 
with when you were here before. 

Fohn Moody. Ah -- —— - Murrain upon all Rogues 
and Whores, I ſay; but I am grown ſo cunning now, 
the Deel himſelf can't handle me. I have made a 
notable Bargain for theſe Lodgings here, we are to pay 
but five Pounds a Week, and have all the Houſe to 
our ſelves, 

James. Where are the People that belong to it to be 

n. | 
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John Moody. O! there's only the Gentlewoman, her 
two Maids, and a Couſin, a very pretty civil young 
Woman truly, and the Maids are the merrieſt Griggs 

Fames. Have a Care, Jobn. 

Fo _ __ O, fear nothing, we did ſo play together 
ight. 

James. Huſh, here comes my Maſter, 


Enter Unclt Richard. 


es Rich. What! Jobs has taken theſe Lodgings, 
s he? 
8 Ves Sir, he has taken em. 
nc. Rich. Oh John! how doſt do, honeſt John? I 
am glad to ſee thee with all my Heart. 

John Moody. | humbly thank your Worſhip I'm 
ſtaut itill, and a faithful awd Servant to th' Family. 
Heav'n proſper aw that belong to't. 

Unc. Rich What, they are all upon the Road ? 

Jobn Moody. As mony as the awd Coach wou'd hauld, 
Sir: The Lord ſend em well to tawn. 

Unc. Rich. And well out on't again, John, ha! 

John Moody. Ah Sir! you are a wiſe Man, fo am I: 
Home's home, I ſay. I wiſh we get any Good here. 
I's ſure we ha? got little upo' the Road. Some Miſ- 
Chief or other, aw the day long. Slap goes one thing, 
erack goes another; my Lady cries out for driving 
faſt: the awd Cattle are for going ſlow; Roger whips, 
they ftand ſtill and kick; nothing but a ſort of a Con- 
tradition aw the Journey long. My Lady wou'd gladly 
have been here laſt Night, Sir, tho' there were no 

Lodgings got; but her Ladyſhip ſaid, ſhe did naw care 
for that, ſhe'd lie in the Inn where the Horſes ſtood, as 
long as it was in London. 

Uncle Rich, Theſe Ladies, theſe Ladies, John 

Fohn Moody. Ah Sir, I have ſeen a little of em, tho' 
1K much as my Betters. Your Worſhip is naw mar- 
ry'd yet? 

5 ior: Rich. No, John, no; I am an old Batchelor 


Jobn 
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| John Moody. Heav'ns bleſs you, and preſerve you, Sir. 

| hs Rich. I think you have lot your Good woman» 

| Fon! 

} * Fohn Moody. No, Sir, that have I not; Bridger flicks. 
to me ſtill. Sir, ſhe was for coming to London too, but, 
no, ſays I, there may be Miſchief enough done without 
you. 

| Unc. Rich. Why that was bravely ſpoken, John, and 
like a Man. 

Jobs Moody. Sir, were my Meafter but hafe the Mon 
that I am, Gadſwookers tho' he'll ſpeak ſlautly 
too ſometimes, but then he canno hawdit; no, he canno 


kawd it. | 
| Enter Maid. 
Maid. Mr. Moody, Mr. Moody, here's the Coach come.. 
Jobn Moody. Already? no, fure, 
Maid. Ves, yes, it's at the Door, they are getting out; 
my Miſtreſs is run to receive em. 
Fohn Moody. And ſo will I, as in Duty bound. 
[Ex. John and Maid. 
Unc. Rich. And J will ſtay here, not being in Duty: 
bound, to do the Honours of this Houſe. 


Enter Sir Francis, Lady, Sguire Humphry, Mr. Betty,, 
Mrs. Handy,, Doll Tripe. John Moody, and 
Mrs. Motherly, 


La. Head. Do you hear, Moody, let all the Things be 
firſt laid down here, and then carried where they'll: 
be us'd. 

Fohn Moody. They ſhall, an't pleaſe your Ladyſhip.. 

La. Head. What, my Uncle Richard here to receive: 
us! this is kind indeed: Sir, I. am extremely glad to ſee 


Unc. Rich. Niece, your Servant; [Salutes her. 
I am extremely ſorry to ſee you, in the worſt Place I 
know in the World for a good Woman to grow bet-- 
ter in. 

Nephew, I am your Servant toe; but I don't know- _ 
how to bid you welcome. | 


Sir Fran, I am ſorry for that, Sir. | 8 
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Urc. Rich. Nay, *tis for your own ſake: I'm not eon- 
ceru' d. 

Sir Fran. { hope, Uncle, I ſhall give you ſuch weighty 
Reaſons for hat I have done, as ſhall convince you 1 am 
a pruc:3t Man. 

Unc. Rich. That wilt thou never convince me of, 
whilſt -heu ſhalt live. [ 1/ide. 

Sir Fran. Here Humphrey, come up to your Uncle 
Sir, this is your Godlon. 

Squire Humph. Honour'd Uncle and Godfather, I 
crave leave to ask your hleſſing. [ Keel. 

Unc. Rich. Thou art a Numicul I ſee already. [ ide. 
There, thou haſt it. [ Puts his Hand on his Head, 
And if it will do thee any gcod, may it be, to make thee, 
at leaſt as wiſe a Man as tiy Father, 

La. Head Muiis Betty, don't you {ee your Uncle? 

Urc. Rich. And tor thee, my Dear, may'ſt thou be, 
at leaſt, as good a Woman as thy Mother, 

Mi/; Betty. I wiſh | may ever be fo handſom, Sir. 

Unc. Rich. Ha! Miſs Pert! now that's a Thought 
that ſeems to have been hatcht in the Girl on this fide 
Highoate. LAlide. 

Sir Han. Her Tonge is a little nimble, Sir. 

La. Head: That's only from her Country Education, 
Sir Francis, ſhe has been kept there toolong ; I therefore 
broughc her to Landon, Sir, to learn more Reſerve and 
Modcity. 

Unc. Rich. O! the beſt Place in the World for it. 
tot Woman ſhe meets, will teach her ſomething 
of it. 

There's the good Gentlewoman of the Heufe, looks 

like a knowing Perſon, ev'n ſhe perhaps will be ſo 
ood to read her a Leſſon, now and then, upon that 

Subject. 

An arrant Bawd. or I have no Skill in Phyſiognomy. 


Lide. 
Mrs. Moth Alas, Sir, Miſ won't ſtand long in need 


of iny poor Inſtructions; if ſhe does, they Il be always at 


her Service. 
La.. Head. Very obliging indeed, Mrs. Mother. . 


Siy 
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Sir Fran. Very kind and civil truly; I believe we are 
got into a mighty good Houle here. 

Unc. Rich. For good Buſineſs very probable. [ Aide. 
. Well Niece, your Servant for to-night; you have a 
pron deal of Affairs upon your Hands here, ſo I won't 

inder you. 

La. Head. I believe, Sir, I ſhan't have much leſs 
way Day, while I ftay in this Town, of ene ſort or 
other. | 


F Unc. Rich. Why, 'tis a Town of much Action in- 
eed. 


Nag Betty. And my Mother did not come to it to be 
idle, Sir. 

Unc. Rich. Nor you neither, I dare ſay, young 
Miſtreſs. 

Miſi Betty. J hope not, Sir. 

Unc. Bet. Em! Miſs Mettle. 

[ Going, Sir Francis following him. 
Where are you going, Nephew ? 

Sir Fran. Only to attend you to the Door, Sir. 

Unc. Rich. Phu! no Ceremony with me; you'll find 
I ſhall uſe none with you, or your Family. [Exit. 

Sir Fran. I muſt do as you command me, Sir. 

Mijs Betty. This Uncle Richard, Papa, ſeems but a 
cruſty ſort of an old Fellow. 

Sir Fran. He is a little odd, Child, but you muſt be 
very civil to him, for he has a great deal ot Money, and 
no body knows who he may give it to. 

La. Head. Phu, a fig for his Money; you have fa 
many Projects of late about Money, ſince you are a Par- 
liament Man, we muſt make our ſelves Slaves to his 
teſty Humours, ſeven Years perhaps, in hopes to be 
his Heirs; and then he'll be juſt old enough to marry 
his Maid. But pray let us take care of our Things 
here: are they all brought in yet? | 

Mrs. Han. Almoit, my Lady, there are only ſome 
of the Band · boxes behind, and a few odd things. 

La. Head. Let 'em be fetcht in preſently. 

Mrs. Hand. They are here; come, bring the things 
in: Is there all yet? 


Servant; 


r 
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Servant. All but the great Basket of Apples, and the 


Gooſe-Pye. 
Enter Cook maid. 
Cook. Ah my Lady! we're aw undone, the Gooſe- 
Pye's gwon. 
All. Gone? 


Sir Fran. The Gooſe Pye gone? how? 

Cook. Why Sir, I had got it faſt under my Arm to 
bring it in, but being almoſt dark, up comes two of 
theſe thin ſtarv'd London Rogues, one gives me a great 
Kick o the me PIE 5 

ing her Hand upon her Baciſde. 
While t'other SIRE. un twitcht the dear Pye — 
my Hands, and away they run dawn Street like two 
Gray-hounds. I cry'd out Fire! but heavy George and 
fat Tom are after 'em with a Vengeance; they'll ſauce 
their Jackets for em, I'll warrant em. | 

Enter George with a bloody Face, and Tom. 

So, have you catcht 'em? 

Geo. Catcht em! the Gallows catch em for me. I 
had naw run hafe the length of our Bearn, before 
ſomewhat fetcht me ſuch a —_— acroſs the Shins, 
that dawn came I flop o' my Feace all along in the Chan- 
nel, and thought I ſhould ne'er ha' gotten up again; 
but Tom has skaward after them, and cry'd Murder as 
he'd been ſtuck. 

Cook. Yes, and ſtraight upe' that, ſwap comes ſome- 
what acroſs my Forehead, with ſuch a Force, that dawn 
came I, like an Ox. 

Squire Humph. So, the poor Pye's quite gone then. 

om. Gone, young Meafter, yeaten I believe by this 
time. Theſe I ſuppoſe are what they call Sharpers in. 
this Country. 

Squire Humph. It was a rare good Pye. 

Cook. As &er theſe Hands put Pepper to. 

La. Head. Pray Mrs. Matherly, do they make a Prac- 
tice of theſe things often here? 

Mrs. Moth. Madam, they'll twitch a Rump of Beef 


out of a boiling Copper; and for a Silver _—_— 
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they make no more Conſcience of that than if it were a 
Tanbridge Sugar-box. 

Sir Fran. I wiſh the Coach and Horſes, George, were 
ſafe got to the Inn. Do you and Roger take ſpecial 
Care that no body runs away with them, as you go 
thither. 

Geo. I believe, Sir, aur Cattle woant yeaſily be run 
away with to-night; but weeſt take beſt care we con 
of them, Poor Sauls ! [Exit. 

Sir Fran. Do fo, pray now. 

Squire Humph. Feather, I had rather they had run 
away with heavy George than the Gooſe-Pye, a lice of 

it before Supper to-night would have been pure. 
La. Head. This Boy is always thinking of his Belly. 

Sir Fran. But, my Dear, you may allow him to be 
a little hungry after a Journey. 

La. Head. Pray, good Sir Francis, he has been con- 
ſtantly eating in the Coach, and out of the Coach, a- 
bove ſeven Hours this Day. I wiſh my poor Girl 
could eat a quarter as much. 

Miſs Betty. Mama, I could eat a good deal more 
than I do, but then I ſhould grow fat mayhap, like 

him, and ſpoil my Shape. 

La. Head. Mrs. Motherly, will you be ſo kind to tell 
them where they ſhall carry the Things. 

Mrs. Moth. Madam, I'll do the beft I can: I doubt 
our Cloſets will ſcarce hold 'em all, but we have Garret 


and Cellars, which, with the help of hiring a Sore- 


room, I hope may do. 
Sir, will you be ſo good to help my Maids a little in 
carrying away the ker” 64 [To Tom. 
Tom. With all my Heart, Forſeoth, if I con but ſee 
my way; but theſe Whoreſons have awmoſt knockt my 
Eyen awt. | 
6 [They carry off the Things. 
Mrs. Meth. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to refreſh your 
felf with a Diſh of Tea, after your Fatigue? I think 
J have pretty good. 
La. Head. If you pleaſe, Mrs. Motherh. 


Squire 
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Squi re Humph. Would not a good Tankard of Strong 
Beer, Nutmeg, and Sugar, do better, Feather, with a 
Toaſt and ſome Cheeſe? 

Sir Fran. I think it wou'd, Son: here Fohn Mood), 
get us a Tankard of good hearty Stuff preſently. 

Jen Moody. Sir, here's a Norfolk-Nog to be had at 

next Door. 

Squire Humph. That's beſt of all, Feather; but make 
haſte with it, John. [Exit Moody. 

La. Head. Well I wonder, Sir Francis, you will en- 
courage that Lad to ſwill his Guts thus with ſuch beaſt- 
ly lubberly Liquor; if it were Burgundy, or Champain, 
ſomething might be ſaid for't; they'd, perhaps, give 
him ſome Wit and Spirit; but ſuch heavy, muddy Stuff 
as this will make him quue ſtupid. 

Sir Fran. Why you know, my Dear! I have drank 
good Ale, and Strong Beer theſe thirty Years, and by 
your Permiſſion I don't know, that I want Wit. 

Þiſs Betty. But you might have had more, Papa, if 
you'd have been govern'd by my Mother. 

Enter John Moody with a Tankard, &c. 

Sir Fran. Daughter, he that is govern'd by his Wife, 
has no Wit at all. 

Miſs Betty. Then I hope J ſhall marry a Fool, Fa- 
ther, for I ſhall love to govern dearly. | 

Sir Fran. Here Humphry, here's to thee. [Drinks. 

You are too pert, Child, it don't do well in a young 
Woman. | by 

La. Head. Pray Sir Francis, don't ſnub her. ſhe has 
a fine growing Spirit, and if you check her fo, you'll 
make her as dull as her Brother there. 

Squire Humph. Indeed Mother, I think my Siſter is 
too forward. [after drinking a long Draught. 

Mis Rerty. You? you tlunk I'm too forward? what 
have you to do to think, Brother Heavy? you are too 
fat to think of any thing but your Belly. 

La. Head. Well (aid, Miſs ; he's none of your Maſter, 
tho” he's your elder Brother. | 

Enter George. 

Geo, Sir, I have no gocd Opinion of this Tawne, it's 

made up, of Miſchief, 1 think. Sir 
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Sir Fran. Why, what's the matter now ? 

Geo, I'fe tell your Worſhip; before we were got- 

ten to the Street-end, a great Lugger-headed Cart, 
with Wheels as thick as a good Biick Wall, layd 
hawl'd of the Coach, and has pood it aw to Bits: An 
this be London, wa'd we were all weel i'th' Country 
again. 
Mi Betty. What have you to do, Sir, to wiſh us 
all in the Country again Lubber? I hope we ſhan't go 
into the Country again theſe ſeven Years, Mama, let 
twenty Coaches be pull'd to pieces. 

Sir Fran. Hold your Tongue, Betty. 

Was Roger in no fault in this? 

Geo. No, Sir, nor I neither. Are not you aſham'd 
ſays Roger to the Carter, to do ſuch an unkind thing 
to Strangers? No, ſays he, you Bumpkin. 

Sir, he did the thing on very Purpoſe, and fo the 
Folks ſaid that ſtood by; but they ſaid your Worſhip 
need na be concern'd, for you might have a Law-Suit 
with him when you pleas'd, that wou'd not coſt you 
above a hundred Pounds, and mayhap you might get 
the better of him. 


Sir Fran. I'll try what I can do with him, I'gad. I'll 
make ſuch - - 


Squire Humph. Feather, have him before the Parlia- 
ment. 


Sir Fran. And fo I will: I'll make him know who I 
am. Where does he live? 

Geo. I believe in London, Sir. 

Sir Fran. What's the Villain's Name? 

Geo. I think I heard ſomebody call him Dick. 

Sir Fran. Where did he go? 

Ges. Sir, he went Home. 

Sir Fran. Where's that? 


Geo. By my Troth I do naw knaw. I heard him ſay 
he had nothing more to do with us to-night, and fo he'd 
go home and ſmoake a Pipe. 

La. Head. Come, Sir Francis, don't put your ſelf in 
a Heat, Accidents will happen to People in travelling 
Abroad to ſee the World. Eat your Supper heartily, 
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go to Bed, ſleep quietly, and to-morrow ſee if you can 

buy a handſom ſecond-hand Coach for preſent Ute, be- 

ſpeak a new one, and then all's eaſy. [Zxte. 
Enter Col. Courtly. 

Col. Who's that, Deborah ? 

Deb. At your Service, Sir. 

Col. What, do you keep open Houſe here? I found 
the Street Door as wide as it cou d gape. 

Deb. Sir, we are all in a Baulile, we have Lodgers 
come to night, the Houſe fall. 

Col. Where's your Miſtreis? 

D-b. Prodigious buſy with her Company, but III 
tell Mrs. Martilla you are here, I believe ſhe'll come 
to you, 

Col. That will do as well. 

Poor Martilla! ſhe's a very good Girl, and I have 
lov'd lier a great while, I think; fix Months it is, 
ſince like a mercileſs Highway man, I made her deli- 
ver all ſhe had about her; the begg'd hard, poor 
Thing, I'd leave her one ſmall Bauble. Had I let her 
keep it, I believe ſhe had flill kept me. Cou'd Wo- 
men but refuſe their ravenous Lovers, that one dear 
reals eons Moment, how long might they reign over 
them! 

But for a Bane to both their Joys and ours, when 
they have indulg'd us with ſuch Favours, as make us 
adore them, they are nat able to refuſe us that one, 
which puts an end to our Devotion. 

Enter Martilla. 

Col. Martilla, how doſt thou do, my Child? 

Mart. As well as a lohng Gameſter can. 

Col. Why, what have you loſt? 

Mart. I have loſt you. 

Col. How came you to loſe me? 

Mart. By loſing my ſelf. 

Col. We can be Friends ſtill. 

Mart. Dull ones. ; | 

Col. Uſeful ones perhaps. Shall 1 help thee to a 
good Huzbagd? 


Ma rt. 
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Mart. Not if I were rich enough to live without one. 

Col. I'm ſorry I am not rich enough to make thee fo; 
but we won't talk of melancholy things. Who are theſe 
Folks your Aunt has got into her Houle ? N 

Mart. One Sir Francis Headpiece and his Lady, with 
a Son and Daughter. 

Col. Headpiece ! Cotſo, I know 'em a little. I met 
with 'em at a Race in the Country two Years fince 
a fort of Blockhead, is not he? 

Mart. So they ſay. 

Col. His Wife ſeem'd a mettled Gentlewoman, if ſhe 
had had but a fair Field to range in. 

Mart. That ſhe won't want now, for they ſtay in 
Town the whole Winter. 

Col. Oh that will do, to ſhew all her Parts in. 

Enter Mrs. Motherly. 
How do you do, my old Acquaintance ? 
* Moth. At your Service you know always, Colo- 
nel. 


Col. J hear you have got good Company in the Houſe. 


Mrs. Moth. I hope it will prove ſo; he's a Parlia- 


ment-Man only, Colonel, you know there's ſome dan- 
ger in that. 
Col. O, never fear, ke'II pay his Landlady, tho' he 
don't pay his Butcher. 
Mrs. Moth. His Wife's a clever Woman. 
Col. So ſhe is. 
Mrs. Moth. How do you know ? | 
Col. J have ſeen her in the Country, and I begin to 
think Pl vifit her in Town. 
Mrs. Moth. You begin to look like a Rogue. 
Col. What, your wicked Fancies are ftirring already? 
Me. Moth. Yours are, or I'm miſtaken. But III 
have none of your Pranks play'd upon her. 
Col. Why, ſhe's no Girl, ſhe can defend her ſelf. 
Mrs. Moth. But what if ſhe won't ? 
Col. Why then ſhe can blame neither you nor me. 
Mrs. Moth. You'll never be quiet *till you get my 
Windows broke; but I muſt go and attend my Ledger, 
ſo good Night, oy 
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Col. Do ſo, and give my Service to my Lady, and 
tell her, if ſhell give me Leave, I'll do my {elf the 
Honour to morrow to come and tender my Services to 
her, as long as ſhe ſtays in Town. 


If it ben't too long. [ A/ide. 
Mrs. Moth. I'll tell her what a Devil you are, and 
adviſe her to have a care of you. [Exit. 


Col. Do, that will make her every time ſhe ſees me 
think of what I'd be at. 

Dear Martilla, good Night; I know you won't be 
my Hindrance; I'll do you as good a Turn ſome time or 
other. Well, I am ſo glad, you don't love me too 
much. 

Mart. When that's our Fate, as too too oft we prove, 
- How bitterly we pay the palt Delights of Love, 


ACT: H.. 8:C-E ND 
SCENE, Lord Loverule's Houſe, 


Enter Lord Loverule, and Lady Arabella. He follow- 
ing her. 


Lady Ax ABL ILA. 


WII. look you, my Lord, I can bear it no 
longer; nothing ſtill but about my Faults, my 


- Faults! an agreeable Subject truly! 


Ld. Low. But Madam, if you won't hear of your 
Faults, how is it likely you ſhou'd ever mend em? 


La. Ara. Why I don't intend to mend em. I can't 


mend 'em, I have told you ſo a hundred times; you 
know I have try'd to do it, over and over, and it hurts 
me ſo, I can't bear it. Why, don't you know, my 
Lord, that whenever (juſt to pleaſe you only) I have 
gone about to wean my ſelf from a Fault (one of my 

Faults 


1 
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Faults I mean that I love dearly) han' t it put me ſo 
out of Humour, you cou'd ſcarce endure the Houſe 
with me? 

Ld. Lew. Look you, my Dear, it is very true, that 
in weaning one's ſelf from 

La. Ara. Weaning? why ay, don't you ſee, that ev'n 
in weaning poor Children from the Nurſe, it's almoſt 
the Death of 'em? and don't you ſee your true Religi- 
ous People, when they 75 about to wean themſelves, 
and have folemn Days of Faſting and Pray ing, on pur- 
poſe to help them, does it not ſo diſorder them, there's 
no coming near em; are they not as croſs as the Devil? 
and then they don't do the Buſineſs neither; for next 
By their Faults are juſt where they were the Day be- 

re. 

Ld. Low. But Madam, can you think it a reaſonable 
thing, to be abroad 'till two o' Clock in the Morning, 
when you know I go to Bed at Eleven? 

La. Ara. And can you think it a Wiſe thing (to 
talk your own way now) and go to Bed at Eleven, 
when you know I am likely to diſturb you by coming 
there at Three? 

Ld. Love. Well, the manner of Women's living of 
late is unſupportable, and ſome way or other 

La. Ara. It's to be mended, I ſuppoſe Pray, my 
Lord, one Word of fair Argument: You complain of 
my late Hours; I of your early ones; ſo far we are 
even, you'll allow ; but which gives us the beſt Figure 
in the Eye of the polite World? my Two o' Clock, 
ſpeaks Life, Activity, Spirit, and Vigour; your Eleven 
has a Dull, Drowſy, Stupid, good for nothing Sound 
with it. It favours much of a Mechanick, who muſt 
get to Bed betimes, that he may riſe early to open his 
Shop. Faugh! 211 1 | | 

Lad. Low. I thought to go to Bed early and riſe fo, 
was ever eſteem'd a right Practice for all People. 

La. Ara. Beaſts do it. 

Id Low. Fy. y, Madam, fy; but tis not youf ill 
Hours alone diſturb me; but the ill Company who 
occaliog thole ill Hours, 

oo La. Ara, 
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La. Ara. And pray what ill Company may thoſe be! 

L. Lov. Why, Women that loſe their Money, and 
Men that win it: eſpecially when 'tis to be paid out 
of their Husbands Eſtaie; or if that fail, and the Cre- 
ditor be a little preſſing, the Lady will perhaps be ob- 
lig'd to try. if the Gentleman initead of Gold will ac- 
cept of a Trinket. 

La. Ara. My Lord, you grow ſcurrilous, and you'll 
make me hate you. I'Il have you to know I keep 
Company with the politeff People in the Town, and 
the Aſſemblies I frequent are full of ſuch. 

Ld. Low. So are the Churches now and then. 

La. Ara. My Friends frequent them often, as well as 
the Aſſemblies. | 

Zd. Low. They wou'd do it oftner, if a Groom of the 
Chamber there were allow'd to furniſh Cards and Dice 
to the Company. 

La. Ara. You'd make a Woman mad. 

Ld. Lov. You'd make a Man a Fool. 

La. Ara. If Heav'n has made you otherwiſe, that 
won't be in my Power. | | 

Ld. Lev. I'll try if I can prevent your making me a 
Beggar at leaſt. 

La. Ara. A Beggar! Cra&/us! I'm out of Patience 
I won't come home till four to morrow Morning. 

Lad. Low. I'll order the Doors to be lock'd at Twelve. 

La. Ara. Then 1 won't come home till to-morrow 


Night. = 
Ld. Low. 'Then you ſhall never come home again, 
Madam. - [ Exit. 


La. Ara. There he has knock'd me down: My Father 


upan our Marriage ' ſaid, Wives were come to that 


s, he did not think it fit they ſhou'd be trutied with 
in- money, and ſo wou'd not let this Man ſettle one 
Penny upon his poor Wife, to ſerve her at a dead Lift 
for ſeparate Maintenance. 
Enter Clarinda, 
. Clar. Good morrow, Madam; how do you do to- 
day? you ſgem to be in a little fluſter, h 


La. Ara. 
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La. Ara. My Lord has been in one, and as I am 


- the moſt complaiſant poor Creature in the World, I put 


my ſelf into one too, purely to be ſuitable Company to 
him. 

Clar. You are prodigious good; but ſurely it muſt 
be mighty agreeable when a Man and his Wife can 
give themſelves the ſame turn of Converſation. 

La. Ara. O, the prettieſt Thing in the World. 

Cla. But yet, tho' I believe there's no Life ſo happy 
as a marry'd one, in the main; yet I fanſy. where two 
People are ſo very muck together, they muſt often be 
in want of ſomething to talk upon. 

La. Ara. Clarinda, you are the moſt miſtaken in the 
world ; marry'd People have Things to talk of, Child, 
that never enter into the Imagination of others. Why 
now, here's my Lord and I, we han't been marry'd above 
two ſhort Years you know, and we have already eight 
or ten Things conitantly in Bank, that whenever we 
want Company, we can talk of any one of them for 
two Hours together, and the Subject never the flatter. 
It will be as freſh next Day, if we have occaſion for it, 
as it was the firſt Day it entertain'd us. 

Clar. Why that muſt be wonderful pretty. 

La. Ara. O, there's no Life like it. This very Day 
now, for Example, my Lord and I, after a pretty chear- 
ful tete à tfte Dinner, fat down by the Fire ſide, in an 
idle, indolent, pick- tooth way for a while, as if we had 
not thought of one another's being in the Room. At 
laſt (ſtretching himſelf, and * twice) My Dear, 
lays he, you came home very late laſt Night. "Twas 
but Two in the Morning, ſays I. I was in Bed (yawning) 
by Eleven, ſays he. So you are every Night, five 1. 
Well, ſays he, I am amaz d, how you can fit up ſo late. 
How can you be amaz'd, ſays I, at a Thing that hap- 
pens ſo often? Upon which, we enter'd into Converſa- 
tion. And tho? this is a Point has entertain'd us above 


fifty times already, we 4 find ſo many new pretty 


Things to ſay. upon't, that I believe in my Soul it will 
at as long as we live, ah Bed 


Clar. 
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Clar. But in ſuch fort of Family Dialog es (tho' ex- 
tremely well for paſſing of Time) don't there now and 
then enter ſome little witty ſort of Bitterneſs ? 

La. Ara. O yes; which don't do amiſs at all, a little 
ſomething that's ſharp, moderates the extreme Sweet- 
neſs of matrimonial Society, which wou'd elſe perhaps 
be cloying. 'Tho' to tell you the Truth, C/arinzda, I 
think we ſqueezed a little too much Lemon into it, 


this Bout; for it grew ſo ſour at laſt, that I think I al- 


molt told him he was a Fool; and he talkt ſomething 
odly of turning me out of Doors. 

Clar. O, but have a care of that. 

La. Ara. Why, to be ſerious, Clarinda, what wou'd 
ou have a Woman do in my Caſe? There is no one 
hing he can do in this World to pleaſe me-- Except 

giving me Money; and that he is growing weary of; 
and I at the ſame time (partly by Nature, and partly per- 
haps by keeping the beſt Company) do with my Soul 
love almoſt every Thing that he bates; T dote upon 
Aſſemblies, adore Maſquerades, my Heart bounds at a 
Ball; I love a Play to diſtraction, Cards inchant me, 
and Dice- put me out of my little Wits---- Dear, 
dear Hazard, what Muſick there is in the Rattle of the 
Dice, compared to a fleepy Opera! Do you ever play 
at Hazard, Clarinda? 

Clar. Never; I don't think it fits well upon Women; 
it's very maſculine, and has too much of a Rake; you 
ſee how it makes the Men ſwear and curſe. Sure it 
muſt incline the Women to do the ſame too, if they durſt 
give way to it 

La. Ara. So it does; but hitherto, for a little Decen- 
cy, we keep it in; and when in ſpite of our Teeth, an 
Oath gets into our Mouths, we ſwallow it. 

Clar That's enough: to burſt you; but in time per- 
haps you'll let 'em fly as they doo , + 
La Ara. Why tis probable we may, for the Pleaſure 
of all, polite Women's Lives now, you. know, is found- 
ed upon intire Liberty to do what 185 will. Eut 
ſhall 'I tell you what happer ' other Night? Hayins 
loſt all my Money but ten a holy uinbas. an 
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throwing out for them, what do you think ſlipt from 


me? 

Clar. An Oath? 

La. Ara. Gud ſoons! 

Clar. O Lord! O Lord! did not it frighten you out 
of your Wits? 

La. Ara. Clarinda, I thought a Gun had gone off. 
But I forget you are a Prude, and defign te live ſo- 
berly. | 

Clar. Why 'tis true; both my Nature and Education 
do in a good degree incline me that way. 

La Fo. Well, ſurely to be ſober is to be terribly 
dull. You will marry; won't you? 

Clar. I can't tell but I may. 

La. Ara. And you'll live in Town? 

Clar. Half the Year, I ſhou'd like it very well. 


La. Ara. And you wou'd live in London half a Year, 
to be ſober in it? | 


Clar. Yes. 


La. Ara. Why can't you as well go and be ſober 


in the Country ! 

C/ar. So I wou'd the tother half Year. 

La. Ara. And pray what pretty Scheme of Life 
wou'd you form now, for your Summer and Winter 
ſober Entertainments. 

Car. A Scheme that, I think, might very well con- 
tent us. 

La. Ara. Let's hear it. 

Car. I cou d, in Summer, paſs my Time very agreea- 
bly, in riding ſoberly, in walking ſoberly, in fitting 
under a Tree ſoberly, in Gardening ſoberly, in reading 
ſoberly, i hearing a little Muſick ſoberly, in conver- 
ſing with fome agreeable Friends ſoberly, in working ſo- 


berly, in managing my Family and Children (if I had. 


any) ſoberly, and poſlibly by theſe means I might induce 
my Husband to be as ſober as my ſelf. 


La. Ara. Well, Clarinda, thou art a moſt contempti- 
ble Creature. Butl et's have the ſober Town Scheme 


too, for I am charm'd with the Country one. 
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| Clar. You ſhall, and I'll try to ſtick to my Sobriety 
there too. 


La. Ara. If you do, you'll make me fick of you. 
But let's hear it however. 
_ Clay. 1 would entertain my ſelf in obſerving the new 
Faſhions ſoberly, I would pleaſe my ſelf in New 
Clothes ſoberly, I would divert my ſelf with agree- 
able Friends at Home and Abroad ſoberly. I would 
play at Quadrille ſoberly, I would go to Court fo- 
berly, 1 would go to ſome Plays ſoberly, I would go 
to Operas ſoberly, and I think I could go once, 
or, if I lik'd my Company, twice to a Maſquerade 
ſoberly. 

La. Ara. If it had not been for that laſt Piece of So- 
briety, 1 was going to call for ſome Surfeit-water. 

Clar. Why don't you think, that with the further 
Aid of breakfafting, dining, ſupping, and ſleeping {not 
to ſay a word of Devotion) the four and twenty Hours 
might roll over in a tolerable manner? 

a. Ara. How I deteſt that Word, 'Tolerable! And 
ſo will a Ceuntry Relation of ours, that's newly come 
to Town, or I'm miſtaken. 

* Clar. Who is that? 

La. Ara. Even my dear Lady Headpiece. 

Clar. Is ſhe come? 

La. Ara. Ves, her Sort of a tolerable Husband has 
gotten to be choſen Parliament-Man at ſome fimple 
Town or other, upon which ſhe has perſuaded him to 


bring her and her Folks up to London. 


Clar. That's Good; I think ſhe was never here be- 
fore. 
La. Ara. Not fince ſhe was nine years old ; but ſhe 
has had an outrageous Mind to it ever ſince ſhe was 
marry d. 

Clar. Then fhe'll make the moſt of it I ſuppoſe, 
now ſhe is come. | 

La. Ara. Depend upon that. | 

Clar. We muſt go and viſit her. 

La. Ara. By all means; and may be you'lt have a 
Mind to offer her your Tolerable Scheme for her bow 

| on. 
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aon Diverſion this Winter; if you do, Miſtreſs, III 
ſhew her mine too, and you ſhall ſee, ſhe'll ſo deſpiſe 
you and adore me, that if I do but chirrup to her, ſhe'll 
hop after me like a tame Sparrow, the Town round. 
But ther'es your Admirer I ſee coming in, Ill oblige 
him, and leave you to receive Part of his Viſit, while I 
ſtep up to write a Letter. Beſides, to tell you the Truth, 
I don't like him half ſo well as I us'd to do: he falls off 
of late from being the Company he was, in our way. 
In ſhort, I think he's growing to be a little like my 
Lord. [Exits 


Enter Sir Charles. 


Sir Charles. Madam, your Servant; they told me 
Lady Arabella was here. | 

Clar. She's only ſtept up to write a Letter, ſhe'll 
come down preſently. 

Sir Charles. Why, does ſhe write Letters ? I thought 
ſhe had never Time for't: pray how may ſhe have diſ- 
poſed of the reſt of the Day ? 

Clar. A good deal as uſual; ſhe has Viſits to make 
"till fix ; ſhe's then engag'd to the Play; from that 'till 
Court time, ſhe's to be at Cards at Mrs. Jale's; after 
the Drawing-room, ſhe takes a ſhort Supper with Lady 
Hazard, and from thence they go together to the 
Aſſembly. 

Sir Charles. And are hay to do all this with her? 

Clar. The Viſits and the Play, no more. 

Sir Charles. And hew can you forbear all the reſt ? 

Car. Tis eaſy to forbear, what we are not very 
fond of. | 

Sir Charles. I han't found it ſo. I have paſt much 
of my Life in this hurry of the Ladies, yet was never 
ſo pleas'd, as when I was at quiet without em. 

Clar. What then induced you to be with 'em? 

Sir Charles. Idleneſs, and the Faſhion. 

Clar. No Miſtreſſes in the caſe? 

Sir Charles, To ſpeak honeſtly, yes. When one is 


in a Toyſhop, there was no forbearing the Baubles 


ſo I was perpetuaily engaging with ſome Coquet or 
B 2 | ocher, 
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ther, whom I cou'd love perhaps juſt enough, to put 
it in her Power to plague me. 

2 Which Power I ſuppoſe ſhe ſometimes made 
uſe of. 

Sir Charles. The Amours of a Coquet, Madam, ge- 
nerally mean nothing farther; I look upon them and 
Prudes to be Nuſances much alike, tho' they ſeem very 
different; the firſt are always diſturbing the Men, and 
the latter always abuſing the Women. | 

Clar. And all I think is to eſtabliſh the Character of 
being virtuous. 

Sir Charles. That is, being chaſte they mean, for 
they know no other Virtue; therefore indulge them- 
ſelves in every Thing elſe that's vicious; they (againſt 
Nature) keep their Chaſtity, only becauſe they find more 
Fleaſure in doing Miſchief with it, than they fhou'd 
have in parting with it. But, Madam, if both theſe 
Characters are ſo odious, how highly to be valued is 
that Woman, who can attain all they aim at, without 
the Aid of the Folly or Vice of either. 


Enter Lady Arabella. 


La. Ara. Your Servant, Sir, I won't ask your Par- 
don for leaving you alone a hittle with a Lady that I 
know ſhares ſo much of your good Opinion. 

Sir Charles. I wiſh, Madam, ſhe cou'd think my 


good Opinion of Value enough, to afford me a fmall 


Part in hers. 
La. Ara. I believe, Sir, every Woman who knows 


| The has place in a fine Gentleman's good Opinion, 
will be glad to give him one in hers, if ſhe can. But 


However you two may ftand in one another's, you mu | 


take another time, if you deſire to talk farther about 


it, or we jhan't have enough to make our Viſits in; 
and ſo your Servant, Sir. Come, C/arinda. . + 
Sir Charles. I'll ſtay and make my Lord a Viſit, if 
you will give me leave. n 2 ä 
La. Ara. Vou have my Leave, Sir, tho' you were a 


- 


Lady. ; [Exit with Clar. 
Enter 


— 
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Enter Lord Loverule. 

24 Lads Sir Charles, your Servant; what, have the 
Ladies left you ? 

Sir Charles. Yes; and the Ladies in general I hope 
will leave me too. 

La. Love. Why ſo? 

Sir Charles. That I mayn't be put to the ill Manners 
of leaving them firſt. 

Ld. Lowe. Do you then already find your Gallantry 
inclining to an Ebb ? 

Sir Charles. T's not that I am yet old enough to 
juſtify my ſelf in an idle Retreat, but I have got, I 
think, a ſort of Surfeit on me, that leſſens much the 
Force of Female Charms. 

Lad. Low. Have you then been fo glutted with their: 
Favours | ? 

Sir Charles. Not with their Favours, but with their 
Service; it is unmerciful, I once thought my ſelf a 
tolerable Time-killer; I drank, I play'd, I intrigu'd, 
| and yet 1 had Hours enow for reaſonable Uſes; but 
| he T a will liſt himſelf a Lady's Man of Mettle now, 
ſhe'll work him ſo at Cards and Dice, ſhe won't af- 
| ford him time enough to play with her at any ching: 
elſe, tho? ſhe her ſelf ſhould have a tolerable good Mind 
| to it. 

Le. Lou. And ſo the diſorderly Lives they lead, make. 
you incline to a Reform of ycur own. 

Sir Charles. Tis true; for bad Examples (if they are 
but bad enough) give us as uſcful Reflections as good 
ones do. 

Ld. Love. Tis pity any thing that's bad, ſhou'd con e 
from Women. 

Sir Charles. "Tis ſo indeed, and there was a happy 
ns, when both you and I thought there never. 
coul 

Ld. Love. Our early firſt Conceptions of them, I well 
remember, were that they never cou'd be vicious, nor 
} never cou'd be old. 

Sir Charles. We thought ſo then; the beauteous 
Form we ſaw them caft in ſeem'd delign'd à Habha- 
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tion for no Vice, nor ne Decay; all I had conceiv'd of 
Angels, I conceived of them; true, tender, gentle, 
modeſt, generous, conftant, I thought was writ in eve- 
ry Feature; and in my Devotions, Heav'n, how did I 
adore thee, that Bleſſing like them ſhould be the Por- 
tion of ſuch inferior Creatures, as I took my ſelf, and 
all Men elſe (compar'd with them) to be but 
where's that Adoration now ? 

Ld. Low. Tis with ſuch fond young Fools as you and 
I were then. 

Sir Charles. And with ſuch it ever will be. 

Ld. Lov. Ever. The Pleaſure is ſo great, in believ- 
ing Women to be, what we wiſh them; that nothing 
but a long and ſharp Experience can ever make us 
think them otherwiſe. That Experience, Friend, both 
you and I have had; but yours has been at other Men's 
Expence ; mine —— at my OWN. | 

ir Charles. Perhaps you'd wonder, ſhou'd you find 
me diſpoled to run the Riſque of that Experience 


£00, 

Lad. Love. I ſhou'd indeed. | 

Sir Charles. And yet tis poſſible I may know at 
leaſt, I have ſo much of my early Folly left, to think, 
there's yet one Woman fit to make a Wife of: How 
far ſuch a one can anſwer the Charms of a Miſtreſs; 
marry'd Men are filent in, ſo paſs—— for that, I'd 
take my Chance ; but cou'd ſhe make a Home eaſy to 
her Pariner, by letting him find there a chearful Com- 
panion, an agreeable Intimate, a uſeful Aſſiſtant, a 
faithful Friend, and (in its time perhaps) a tender Mo- 


ther, ſuch Change of Life, from what I lead, ſeems not 


unwiſe to think of. | 
Lad. Low. Not unwiſe to purchaſe, if to be had for 

Millions; but 
Sir Charles. But what? 

Ld. Low. If the reverſe of this ſhou'd chance to be 

the bicter Diſappointment, what wou'd the Life be 

then? | 
Sir Charles. A damn'd one. 
Ld. Lov. And what Relief? 


Sir 


4 
; 
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Sir Charles. A ſhort one; leave it, and return to that 
you left, if you can't find a better. 


Ld. Low. He ſays right that's the Remedy, and 


4 juſt one for if I {ell my Liberty for Gold, and [ 


am foully paid in Braſs, ſhall I be held to keep the 
Bargain ? 


Sir Charles. What are you thinking of? 

Ld. Lov. Of what you have ſaid. 

Sir Charles. And was it well ſaid? 

Ld. Lev. I begin to think it might. 

Sir Charles. I hink on "twill give you Eaſe— the 
Man who has Courage enough to part with a Wife, 
need not much dread the having one; and he that has 
not ought to tremble at being a Husband — But perhaps 
I have ſaid too much; you'll pardon however the Free- 


[1 
dom of an old Friend, becuaſe you know I am fo; fo 
LE xt. 


your Servant. 


Ld. Lov. Charles farewel, I can take nothing as ill- 
meant that comes from you. 

Nor ought my Wife to think I mean amiſs to her; 
if I convince her I'll endure no longer that ſhe ſhould 
thus expoſe her ſelf and me. No doubt "twill grieve 

her ſorely. Phyſick's a lothſome Thing. *till we find it 
gives us Health, and then we are thankful to thoſe 
who made us take it. Perhaps ſhe may do fo by me, 
if ſhe does tis well; if not, and ſhe reſolves to make 
the Houſe ring with Repriſals; I believe (tho' the Mis- 
fortune's great) he'll make a better Figure in the World, 


who keeps an ill Wife out of Doors, than he that keeps 


her within, 
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ACT ML SCENE-+L 
Enter Lady Headpiece and Mrs. Motherly. 


Lady HEAaADPIECE. 


0 O, you are acquainted with Lady Arabella, I find. 
x.) Mrs. Meth. Oh Madam, I have had the Honour 
to know her Ladyſhip almoſt from a Child, and a 
charming Woman ſhe has made. 

La. Head. I like her prodigiouſly ; J had ſome Ac- 
quaintance with her in the Country two Years ago; but 
ſhe's quite another Woman here. 

Mrs. Moth. Ah Madam, two Years keeping Com- 
pany with the polite People of the Town will do Won- 
ders in the Improvement of a Lady, ſo ſhe has it but 
about her. 

La. Head. Now *'tis my Misfortune, Mrs. Mother !y, 
to come late te School. 

Mrs. Moth. Oh! don't be diſcouraged at that, Ma- 
dam, the Quickneſs of your Ladyſhip's Parts will eaſily 
recover your Loſs of a little Time. 

La. Head. O! You flatter me! But I'll endeavour by 
Induſtry and Application to make it up; ſuch Parts as 
J have ſhall not lie idle. My Lady Arabella has been 
fo good, to offer me already her Introduction, to thoſe 
Aſtembiies, where a Woman may ſooneſt learn to make 
her ſelf valuable to every Body. 

Mrs. Moth But her Husband. [AAde. 
Her Ladyſhip, Madam, can indeed, better than any 
Body, introduce you, where every Thing, that accom- 

liſhes a fine Lady, is practiſed, to the laſt Perfection; 
Laden, ſhe her ſelf is at the very Tip Top of it 
tis pity, poor Lady, ſhe ſhou'd meet with any Diſ- 


couragements. 
| 7 La. Head. 
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La. Head. Diſcouragements! from whence pray? 
Mrs. Moth. From Home ſometimes my Lord 


La. Head. What does he do? 
Ars. Moth. But one ſhould not talk of People of Qua- 
lities Family-Concerns. 
La. Head. O, no matter, Mrs. Motherly, as long as. 
it goes no farther. My Lord, you were ſaying —— 
Mrs. Moth. Why, my Lord, Madam, is a liwie hu. 
mourſome, they ſay, 
La. Head. Humourſome ? 
Mrs. Moth. Yes, they ſay he's humourſome. 
La. Head. As how, pray ? 
Mrs. Moth. Why, it my poor Lady perhaps does. 


but ſtay out at Night, may be four or five Hours after 


he's in Bed, he'll be croſs. | 
La. Head. What for ſuch a thing as that? | 
Mrs. Moth. Yes, he'll be croſs ; and then, if ſhe hap 


pens, it may be, to be unfortunate at Play, and loſe - 


a great deal of Money, more than ſhe. has to pay, then. 
Madam, ——— he'il ſnub. 


La. Head. Out upon him ſnub ſuch a Woman as. 


ſhe is? I can tell yau Mrs. Motherly, I that am but a 


Country Lady, ſhou'd Sir Francis take upon him to 


ſub me, in London, he'd raiſe a Spirit wou'd make his 


Hair ſtand on end. 


Mrs. Moth. Really, Madam, that's the only way: to. 


deal with em. | 
Enter Miſs Betty. 


And here comes pretty Miſs Betty, that I believe 


will never be made a Fool of, when ſhe's married. 


Miſs Betty. No by my Troth won't. 1. What are. 


you talking of my being marry'd; Mother? 


La. Head. No, Mis; Mrs. Motherly was only ſaying - 


what a good Wife you wou'd make, when you were - 
ſo. ; 
Miſs Betty. The ſooner it is try'd; Mother, the 


ſooner it will be known. Lord, here's the - Colonel, 
Madam? 


 # WM: Enter 
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Enter Colonel. 

La. Head. Colonel, your Servant. 

Miſs Betty. Your Servant, Colonel. 

Col. Ladies, your moſt obedien. I hope, Ma- 
dam, the Town- Air continues to agree with you ? 

La. Head. Mighty well, Sir. 

Miſs Betty. Oh prodigious well, Sir. We have bought 
a new Coach, and an Ocean of new Clothes, and we 
are to go to the Play to-night, and to-morrow we go 
to the Opera, and next Night we go to the Aſſembly, 
and then the next Night after, we 


La. Head. Softly, Miſs. ... Do you go to the Play 
to-night, Colonel? 

Col. I did not defign it, Madam; but now I find 
there is to be ſuch good Company, I'll do my ſelf the 
Honour (if you'll give me leave, Ladies) to come and 
lead you to your Coach. 

La. Head. It's extremely obliging. 

Miſs Betty. It is indeed mighty well-bred. 

Lord! Colonel, what a difference there is, between 
your way and our Country Companions ; one of them 
would have ſaid, What you are aw gooing to the 
Play-houſe then? Yes, ſays we, won't you come and lead 
us out? No, by good Feggings, ſays he, ye ma' een 
ta“ Care o' your ſells, y'are awd enough; and fo he'd 
ha* gone to get drunk at the Tavern againſt we came 
Home to Supper. 

Mrs. Meth. Ha, ha, ha! well, ſure Madam, your 
Ladyſhip is the happieſt Mother in the World to have 
fach a charming Companion to your Daughter. 

Col. The prettieſt Creature upon Earth! 

Miſi Betty. D'ye hear that, Mother? Well, he's a 
fine Gentleman really, and I think a Man of admira- 
ble Senſe. | 

La. Head. Softly, Miſs, hell hear you. 

Miſs Betty. If he does, Madam, he'll think I fa 
true, and he'll like me never the worſe for that, 


hope. | 
Who's your Niece Martilla, Mrs. Motherly ? Ma- 
ma, won't you carry Martilla to the Play with us? 
| 9 85 La. Head. 
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La. Head. With all my Heart, Child. 

Col. She's a very pretty civil ſort of Woman, Ma- 
dam, and Miſs will be very happy in having ſuch 2 
Companion in the Houſe with her. 

Miſs Betty. So I ſhall indeed, Sir, and I love her 
dearly already, we are growing very great together. 

La. Head. But what's become of your Brother, 
8 I han't ſeen him theſe two Hours, where is 

e 

Miſs Betty. Indeed, Mother, I don't know where he 
is; I ſaw him aſleep about half an Hour ago by the 
Kitchen Fire. | 

Co/. Muſt not he go to the Play too ? 

La. Head. Yes, I think he ſhou'd go, tho' he'll be 
weary on't, before it's half done. | 

Miſs Betty. Weary? yes, and then he'll fit, and 
yawn, and ſtretch like a Grayhound by the Fire- ſide, 
*till he does ſome naſty thing or other, that they'll 
turn him out of the Houſe, ſo it's better to leave him 
at Home. 

Mrs. Moth. O, that were pity, Miſs. Plays will 
enliven him ſee, here he comes, and my Niece 
with him. 

Enter Squire Humphry and Martilla. 

Col. Your Servant, Sir ; you come in good time, the 
Ladies are all going to the Play, and wanted you to 
help Gallant them. | | 

Squire Humph. And ſo twill be Nine o' Clock, be- 
fore one ſhall get any Supper. 

Miſs Betty. Supper! why your Dinner is not out of 

your Mouth yet, at leaſt tis all about the Brims of it. 
See how prealy his Chops is, Mother. 
La. Head. Nay, if he han't a Mind to go, he need 
not. You may ſtay here 'till your Father comes home 
from the Parliament-Houſe, and then you may eat a 
broil'd Bone together. 

Miſs Betty. Yes and drink a Tankard of Strong Beer 
together, and then he may tell you all he has been 
doing in the Parliament-Houſe, and you may tell 


Bim all you have been thinking of when you were 


alleep, 
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aſleep, in the Kitchen; and then if you'll put it all 
down in Writing, when we come from the Play, I'll 
read it to the Company. 

Squire Hamph. Siſter, I don't like your Joking, and 
you are not a well-behav'd young Woman; and altho' 
my Mother encourages you, my Thoughts are, you are 
not too big to be whipt. | 

Miſ Betty. How, Sirrah ? 

Squire Humph. There's a civil young Gentlewoman 
ftands there, is worth a hundred of you, And I be- 
lieve ſhe'll be marry'd before yo . 

Miſs Betty. Cots my Life, I have a goed Mind to 
pull your Eyes out. 
| La. Head. Hold, Miſs, hold, don't be in ſuch a 
Paſſion neither. 

Mi/s Betty. Mama, it is not that I am angry at 
any thing he ſays to commend Martil/a, for I wiſh ſhe 
were to be marry'd to-morrow, that I might have a 
* at her Wedding; but what need he abuſe me 

or? 

I wiſh the Lout had Mettle enough to be in Love 
with her, ſhe'd make pure Sport with him. Aide. 

Does your Heavinel find any In:linations moving 
towards the Lady you admire——ſpeak! are you in 
Love with her? ; 

Squire Humph. I am in Love with no Body; and if 
any Body be in Love with me, mayhap they had as 
good be quiet. 

Miſs Betty. Hold your Tongue, I'm quite fick of 
you. 
Come, Martilla, you are to go to the Play with us. 

Mart. Am I, Miſs ? I am ready to wait upon you. 

La. Head. I believe it's time we ſhou'd be going; 
Colonel, is not it? | 

Col. Yes, Madam, I believe it is. 

La. Head. Come then; who is there? 

Enter Servant. 


Is the Coach at the Door ? 


Serv. It has been there this hafe Haur, fo pleafe 
Mi 


your Ladyſhip. 
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Mzi/s Betty, And are all the People in the Street gazing 
at it, Tom? N 

Serv. That are they, Madam; and Roger has drank 
ſo much of his own Beveridge, that he's een as it were 
gotten a little drunk. | 

La. Head. Not ſo drunk, I hope, but that he can drive 
us? 

Serv. Yes, yes, Madam, he drives beſt when he's a 
kitle- upiſh, When R2ger's Heal turns, raund go the 
Wheels, i'faith. 

Mi Betty. Never fear, Mama, as long as it's to the 

; Play-Houſe, there's no Danger. 2 
: La. Head. Well, N er. ſinee 8 are ſo cours» 
0 Ferch it ſhan't be ſaid 1 make any Difficulty ; and if 
e Colonel is ſo Gallant, to- have a Mind- to ſhare our 
| Danger, we have room for him, if he pleaſes. 
ö Col. Madam, you do me a great deal of Honour, 
ö and I'm ſure you give me a great deal of Pleaſure; 
| Mi, Betty. Come, dear Mama, away we go. 
| [Ex. all but Squire, Martilla, and Mrs. Motherly, 
Squire Humph, 1 did not think you wou'd have gone. 
Ef [To Martilla, 

Mart. O, I lovea Play dearly. 5 

Mrs. Moth. I wonder, Squire, that you wou'd not ge 
to the Play with 'em. | 

Squire Humpb: What needed Martilla have gone? 
they were enow without her. 

Mrs. Moth. O, ſhe was glad to go to divert her 
ſelf, and beſides, my Lady deſir'd her to go with 


them. 
Squire Humph. And ſo I am left alone. 
Mrs. Moth. Why, ſhou'd you have car'd for hep 
Company ? 
Squire Humph. Rather than none. 
Mrs. Moth. On my Conſcience, he's ready to cry; 
this is Matter to think of; but here comes Sir Francs. 
3 [die 
. Enter Sir Francis. | 
* How do you do, Sir? I'm afraid theſe late Parliament 
Hours won't agree with you. | 5 
| bs 
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Sir Fran. Indeed, I like them not; Mrs. Motherly; ; 
if they wou'd dine at twelve o' Clock, as we do in the | 
Country, a Man might be able to drink a reaſonable _ 
Bottle between that and Supper-time. | 

Mrs. Moth. That — be much better indeed, Sir 
Francis. 

Sir Fran. But then when we conſider that what we 
undergo, is in being buſy fer the Good of our Country, 
- O, the Good of our Country is above all 
Things; what a Noble and Glorious Thing it is, Mrs. 
Metherly, that England can boaſt of five hundred zea- 
lous Gentlemen, all in one Room, all of one Mind, u 
on a fair Occaſion, to go all together by the Ears for the 
Good of their Country — Humphry, perhaps 
you'll be a Senatorin time, as your Father is now ; when 
you are, remember your Country ; Spare nothing for the 
Good of your Country ; and when you come Home, at 
the end of the Seſſions, you will find your ſelf ſo adored, 
that your ag" 4 will come and dine with you every 
Day in the Week. | 

O, here's my Uncle Richard. 

Enter Uncle Richard. 

Mrs. Moth. I think, Sir, I had beſt get you a Mouth- 

ful of ſomething to ſtay your Stomach *cill verre 
— xit. 
= Fran, With all my Heart, for I'm almoſt fa- 
t. ; 

Squire Humph. And ſo ſhall I before my Mother 

mes from the Playhouſe, ſo I'll go to get a butter'd 

oaſt. Exit. 

Sir Fran. Uncle, I hope you are well. 

- Unc. Rich. Nephew, if I had been Sick, I would not 

have come abroad; I ſuppoſe you are well, for I ſent 

this Morning, and was informed you went out early; 

was it to make your Court to ſome of the Great Men? 

Sir Fran. Yes Uncle, I was advis'd to loſe no time, 

ſo I went to one Great Man, whom I had never ſeen 

before. _ 

| has Rich. And who had you got to introduce 

you i | | 
Sir 


| 
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Sir Fran. No body; I remember'd I had heard a 
wiſe Man ſay, My Son, be bold; ſo I introduced my 


ſelf. 


Unc. Rich. As how, I pray? 


Sir Fran. Why thus, Uncle ; Pleaſe your Lordſhip, 
fays I, I am Sir Francis Headpiece, of Head dec. Hal 
and Member of Parliament for the ancient Borough of 
eee g Sir, your humble Servant, ſays my 
Lord, tho' I have not the Honour to know your Per- 
ſon, I have heard you are a very honeſt Gentleman, and 
I am very glad your Borough has made choice of ſo 
Worthy a Repreſentative; have you any Service to 
Command me! Thoſe laſt Words, Uncle, gave me great 
Encouragement: and tho' I know you have not any ve- 
ry great Opinion of my Parts, I believe you won't ſay I 
miſt it now. 

Unc. Rich, J hope I ſhall have no Cauſe. | 

Sir Fran. My Lord, ſays I, I did not deſign to ſay 
any thing to your Lordſhip to day, about Buſineſs ; 
but ſince your Lordſhip is ſo kind and free, as to bid 


— J have any Service to Command you, I 
will. 


Unc. Rich. So. 

Sir Fran. I have, ſays I, my Lord, a good Eſtate, 
but it's a little aut at Elbows; and as I defire to ſerve 
my King, as well as my Country, I ſhall be very wil- 
ling to accept of a Place at Court. 

Unc. Rich. This was bold indeed. 

Sir Fran. I'cod, I ſhot him flying, Uncle; another 
Man would have been a Month before he durſt have 
open'd his Mauth about a Place. But you ſhall hear, 
Sir Francis, ſays my Lord, what ſort of a Place may 
you have turned your Thoughts upon? My Lord, ſays 
I, Beggars muſt not be Choofers; but ſome Place about 
a thoutand a Year, I believe, might do pretty weel to 
begin with. Sir Francis, lays he, I ſhall be glad to 
ſerve you in any thing I can; and in ſaying theſe 
Words he 2 me a Squeeze by the Hand, as 
much as to ſay, I'll do your Buſineſs. And fo he 


turn d 
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turn'd to a Lord that was there, who look'd as if he came 


for. a Place too. 

Unc. Rich. And ſo your Fortune's made. 

Sir Fran. Don't you think ſo, Uncle? 

Unc. Rich. Yes, for jult ſo mine was made 
twenty Years ago. 

Sir Fran, Why, I never knew you had a Place, 
Uncle, 

Uzc. Rich. Nor I neither upon my Faith, Nephew : 
but.you have been down at the Houle ſince you made 
your Court, have not you? 

Sir Fran, O yes; I would not neglet the Houſe, 
far ever ſo much. 

Unc. Rich. And what may they have done there To- 
day, I pray? 


Sir Fran. Why truly, Uncle, I cannot well tell what 


they did. But III tell you what I did: I happen'd to 
make a little ſort of a Miftake. 
Unc. Rich, How was that? 


Sir Fran. Why you muſt know, Uncle, they were 


all got into a ſort of a hodge-podge Argument tor the 


Good of the Nation, which I did not well underitand + 


however, I was convinc'd, and ſo reſolv'd to Vote aright 


according to my Conſcience ; but they made ſuch a 


puzzling Buſineſs on't, when they put the Queſtion, as 


they call it, that, I believe, I cry'd Ay, when I 


ſhould have cry'd No; for a ſort of a Fatobite that 


ſat next me, took me by the Hand, and faid, Sir, 


You are a Man of Honour, and a true Erng/ibman, 


and I ſhould be glad to be better acquain'ed with you, 
and fo he pull'd me along with the Croud into the 


Lobby with him, when, I believe, I ſhould have flaid - 


where I was. 


Unc. Rich. And ſo, if you had not quite made your 


Fortune before, you have clencht it now. 


Ay.thou Head of the Headpieces! [ Aſide. 


How now, what's the Matter here? 
Enter. Lady. Headpiece, &c. in Diſorder, fome dirty, ſome 
lame, ſome bloody. | 
Six. Fran, Mercy on us! they are all killd, 


Miſi. 


* 
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Mi Betty. Not for a thouſand Pounds; but we have 
been all down in the Dirt together. 

La. Head. We have had a fad Piece of work on't, Sir 
Francis, overturn'd in the Channel, as we were going 
to the Playhouſe. | 

ny Betty. Over and over, Papa; had it been com- 
- rom the Play-houſe I ſhould not have car'd a Far- 

Ing. 

Sir Fran. But, Child, you are hurt, your Face is all 
bloody. 

Miſs Betty. O Sir, my new Gown is all dirty. 

La. Head. The new Coach is all ſpoil'd. 

Miſs Betty. The Glaſſes are all to bits. 

La. Head. Roger has put out his Arm. | 

Miſs Betty. Would he had put out his Neck, for 
making us loſe the Play. ; 


Squire Humph. Poor Martilla has ſcratch'd her little 
Finger. 

La. Head. And here's the poor Colonel; no body 
asks what he has done. I hope, Sir, you have got no 
harm? | 

Col. Court. Only a little wounded with ſome Pins I 
met with about your Ladyſhip. 

La. Head. I am ſorry any thing about me ſhould do 
you harm. | | 
Co. Court. If it does, Madam, you have that about 

ou, if you re, will be my Gare: I hope your 
adyſhip feels nothing amiſs? 
Ta. Head. Nothing at all, tho' we did roll about to- 
gether ſtrangely. | 

Col. Court. We did indeed. I'm ſure we roll'd fo, 
that my poor Hands were got once —— I don't know 
_ they were got. But her Ladyſhip I ſee will paſs 

y Slips. | 

Sir Fran, It would have been Pity the Colonel 
ſhould haie received any Damage in his Services to 
the Ladies; he is the moſt complaiſant Man to em, 
. always ready when they have occaſion for 

im. 


Unc. 
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Unc. Rich. Then I believe, Nephew, they'll never 
let him want Buſineſs. 

Sir Fran. O, but they ſhou'd not ride the free Horſe 
to death neither. Come Colonel, you'll ſtay and drink 
2 Bottle, and eat a little Supper with us, after your 
Misfortune ? 

Col. Court. Sir, ſince I have been prevented from at- 
tending the Ladies to the Play, I ſhall be very proud 
to obey their Commands here at home. 

Sir Fran. A prodigious civil Gentleman, Uncle; and 
yet as bold as Alexander upon Occaſion. 

Unc. Rich. Upon a Lady's Occaſion. 

Sir Fran. Ha, ha, you are a Wag, Uncle; but I be- 
lieve he'd ftorm any thing. : 

Unc. Rich. Then 1 believe your Citadel may be in 
Danger. [ Aide. 

Sir Fran, Uncle, won't you break your Rule for once, 
and ſup from Home? 
nc. Rich. The Company will excuſe me, Nephew, 
they'll be freer without me; ſo good Night to them and 


you. 

La. Head. Goed Night to you, Sir, ſince you won't 

ſtay, Come Colonel. - 

_ Unc. Rich. Methinks this facetious Colonel is got up- 

on a pretty, familiar, eaſy foot already with the Family 

of the Headpieces ——— hum [A/fide. Exit. 
Sir Fran. Come, my Lady, let's all in, and paſs the 

Evening chearfully. And d'ye hear, Wife — a Word 

in your Ear —— I have got. a promiſe of a Place in 

Court, of a thouſand a Year, he, hem. 
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ESSE: 
ACT VV. SCENE I. 


Euter Lady Arabella, as juſt up, walking penſivel 
: "4 her Toilet, followꝰd 2 Truſt. £ 


Lady ARABELLA. 


EEL, fure never Woman had ſuch Luck —— 
| theſe deviliſh Dice ! Sit up all Night ; loſe 
all one's Money, and then how like a Hag I look. 

[Sits at her Toilet, turning her Purſe inſide out. 

Not a Guinea —— worth leſs by a hundred Pounds 
than I was at one o Clock this Morning — and then —- 1 
was worth nothing —— what is to be done, Truſly? 

Truf. I with 1 were wiſe enough to tell you, Madam 
but if there comes in any good Company to Breakfaſt 
with your Ladyſhip, perhaps you may have a Run of 
better Fortune. | | 

La. Ara. But I har'ta Guinea to try my Fortune 
et me ſee who was that impertinent Man, that 
was ſo ſaucy laſt Week about Money, that I was forc'd 
to promiſe, once mare, he ſhou'd have what I ow'd him 
this Morning ? 

Truf. O, I remember, Madam; it was your old Mer- 
cer Short yard, that you turn'd off a Year ago, becauſe 
he would truſt you no longer. | 

La. Ara. That's true; and I think I bid the Steward 
keep the thirty Guineas out of ſome Money he was pay- 
ing me to ſtop his odious Mouth. 

Truſ. Your Ladyſhip did fo. 

La. Ara. Pr'ythee, Trufly, ran and ſee whether the 
Wretch has got the Money yet; if not, tell the Steward, 
I have occaſion for it my ſelf; run quickly. 


[Trufty runs to the Door. 


| Truf. 
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Truſ. Ah, Madam, he's juſt a paying it away now, 
in the Hall. F: 

La. Ara. Stop him! quick, quick, dear T-u/ly, 

oY Hem, hem, Mr. Money-bag, a Word with you 

uickly, 
I Mow. within. I'll come preſently. | 

Truf. Preſently won't do, you muſt come this Mo- 
ment. ; | 

Mon. I'm but juſt paying a little Money. 

Truſ. Coeds my Life, paying Money, is the Man, 
diſtracted ? Come here, I tell you, to my Lady this Mo- 
ment, quick. | | 

[Money bag comes to the Door with a Purſe in's Hand. 
My Lady ſays, you muſt not pay the Money to-day, 
there's a Miſtake in the Account, which ſhe muſt exa- 
mine; and ſhe's afraid too there was a falſe Guinea or 
two left in the Purſe, which might diſgrace-her. 

| [Tavitches the Purſe from him. 
But ſhe's too buſy to look for 'em juſt now, ſo you muſt 
bid Mr. what-d'ye-call-'em come another time. 
There they are, Madam. [Gives her-the Money. 

The poor Things were ſo near gone, they made me 
tremble; I fancy your Ladyſhip will give me one of 
thoſe falſe Guineas for good Luck. [Takes a Guinea, 

Thank you. Madam. 

La. Ara. Why, I did not bid you take it. 

Tru/. No, but your Ladyſhip look'd as if you were 
juſt going to bid me; ſo I took it to ſave your Lady- 
ſhip-the Trouble of Speaking. | 

La. Ara. Well, for once but hark ——1I think 
J hear the Man making a Noiſe yonder. ; 

Truſ. Nay, I don't expect he'll- go out of the Houſe 
quietly. I'll liſten. [Goes to the Door. 

La. Ara. Do. | | 

Tru/. He's in a bitter Paſſion with poor Moneybag; 


I believe he'll beat him Lord, how heſwears! 


La. Ara. And a ſober Citizen too] that's a Shame. 

Tru/. He ſays, he will ſpeak with you, Madam, tho' 
the Devil held your Door ——D. Lord! he's coming 
bither full drive, but I'll lock him out. 


La, 
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La. Ara. No matter, let him come; I'll reaſon with 
him. 
' Truf. But he's a ſaucy fellow for all that. 

Enter Short yard. 
What wo.1'd you have, Sir? 
Short. I wou'd have my Due, Miſtreſs. 
Truſ. That wou'd be — to be well cudgel'd, Maſter, 
ſor coming fo familiarly, where you ſhon'd not come. 
Ta. Ara. Do you think you do well, Sir, to intrude 
in to my Dreſſing room? ” 

Short. Madam, I fold my Goods to you in ycur 
Dreſſing- room, I don't know why I mayn't ask for my 
Money there. 15 

La. Ara. You are very ſhort, Sir. | 


Short. Your Ladyſhip won't complain of my Patien 
being ſo? 1 


La. Ara. I complain of nothing, that ought not to 


be complained ef; but I hate ill Manners. 

Short. So do I, Madam ——— but this is the Seven- 
teenth time I have been order'd to' come, with good 
Manners, for my Money, to no Purpoſe. ' q 

La. Ara. Your Money, Man! Is that the Matter! 
Why it has lain in the Steward's Hands this Week for 


ou. 
Short. Madam, you your ſelf appointed me to come 
this very Morning for it.. - 2 
La. Ara. But why did you come ſo late then? 
| Short. So late! I came ſoon enough, I thought. 
La. Ara. That thinking wrong, makes us liable to a 


world of Diſappointments; if you had thought of com- 


ing one Minute ſooner, you had had your Money. 
Short. Gad bleſs me, Madam; I had the Money as 1 


thought, I'm ſure it was telling out, and I was writing 


a Receipt for't. K 
Tru/. Why there you thought wrong again, Maſter. 
La. Ara. Yes, for you ſhou'd never think of writing 
a Receipt 'till the Money is in your Pocket. 
Short. Why I did think 'twas in my Pocket. 


Truf. Look you, thinking again. Indeed Mr. Shore 
yard, you make ſo many Blunders, tis impoſlible but 


you 
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you muſt ſuffer by it, in your Way of Trade. I'm ſor- 
ry for you, and you'll be undone. - 

Short. And well I may, when I fell my Goods to 
People that won't pay me for em, till the Intereſt of 
my Money eats out all my Profit: I fold them ſo cheap, 
becauſe I thought I ſhou'd be paid the next Day. 

Traſ. Why there again! there's another of your 
Thoughts; paid the next Day, and you han't been paid 
this T welvemonth, you ſee. 

Short. Oons, I han't been paid at all, Miſtreſs. 

La. Ara. Well, Tradeſmen are ſtrange unreaſonable 
Creatures, refuſe to ſell People any more Things, and 
then quarrel with em becauſe they don't pay for thoſe 
they have had already. 

Now what can you fay to that, Mr. Short-yard? 

Short. Say! Why —— death Madam, I don't 
know what you talk of, I don't underſtand your Argument. 

La. Ara. Why, what do you underitand, Man? 

Sort. Why, I under that I have had above a 
Hundred Pounds due to me, a Year ago; that I came, 
by Appointment juſt now to receive it; that it prov'd at 
laſt to be but Thirty inſtead of a Hundred and Ten; 
and that while the Steward was telling ev'n that out, 
and I was writing the Receipt, comes Mrs. Pop here, 
and the Money was gone. But I'll be banter'd no longer 
if there's Law in England. Say no more, Short-yard. 


Exit. 

Tru/. What a Paſſion the poor Devil's in? , 
La. Ara. Why truly one can't deny but he has ſome 
reſent Cauſe for a little ill Humour; but when one has 
hings of ſo much greater Conſequence on foot, one 
can't trouble ones ſelf about making ſuch Creatures eaſy; 
ſo call for Breakfaſt, Traſy, and ſet the Hazard-Table 
ready; if there comes no Company I'll play a little by 


my ſelf. 
Enter Lord Loverule. 


Ld. Low. Pray what Offence, Madam, have you given 
to a Man I met with juſt now as I came in? 

La. Ara. People who are apt to take Offence, do it 
for ſmall Matters, you knew. | 


Ld. Lov. 
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Ld. Lew. I ſhall be glad te find this ſo; but ke ſays 
you have ow'd him above a Hundred Pounds this Twelve- 
month; that he has been here forty Times by Appoint- 
ment for it, to no Purpoſe; and that coming here this 
Morning upon poſitive Aſſurance from your ſelf, he was 


trick'd out of the Money, while he was writing a Re- 


ceipt for it, and ſent away without a Farthing. 

La. Ara. Lord, how theſe Shopkeepers will lye! 

Ld. Low. What then is the Buſineſs? for ſome Ground 
the Man muſt have to be in ſuck a Paſſion. 

La. Ara. 1 believe you'll rather wonder to ſee me fo 
calm, when I tell you, he had the Inſolence to intrude 
into my very Dreſſing- room here, with a Story with- 
out a Head or Tail; you know, Tray, we cou'd not 
underſtand one Word he ſaid, but when he ſwore 
Good Lord! how the Wretch did ſwear! 

Truſ. I never heard the like, for my Part. 

Ld. Low. And all this for nothing ? 

La. Ara. So it proved, my Lord, for he got nothing 
by it, | 8825 
74 Low. His Swearing I ſuppoſe was for his Money, 
Madam. Who can blame him? 

La. Ara. If he (wore for Money, he ſhou'd be put in 


| thePillory. 


Ld. Lov. Madam, I won't be banter'd, nor ſued by 


this Man for your Extravagancies: Do you owe him the 


Money or not ? 


La. Ara. He ſays I do, but ſuch Fellows will ſay any 
thing. | 
Ld. Low. Prevoking ! [ Heer 


Did net I deſire an Account from you, of all your Debts, 


but fix Months ſince, and give you Money to clear 
them ? 

La. Ara. My Lord, you can't imagine haw Accounts 
make my Head ake. 

Ld. Low. That won't do: The Steward gave you two 
—_— Pounds befides, but laſt Week; where's 
that ? | | 
La. Ara. Gene! 

LA. Lav. Gone! where ? 

La. 
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La. Ara. Half the Town over I believe by this time 
Ld. Lov. Madam, Madam, this can be endured no 
longer, and before a Month paſſes expect to find me — 

La. Ara. Hiſt my Lord, here's Company. 

Enter Captain 'T oupee. 
Captain Toxfee, your Servant: what, no-body with you? 
do you come quite alone ? 

Capt. Slife I thought to find Company enough here. 
My Lord, your Servant. | 
Wrat a duce, you look as if you had been up all Night. 
I'm ſure I was in Bed but three Hours; I wou'd you'd 
give me ſome Coffee. | h 
La. Ara. Some Coffee there; Tea too, and Choco- 
ate. 

Capt. [Singing a Minuet and dancing.) Well, what a 
ſtrange Fellew am I to be thus brisk, after loſing all 
my Money laſt Night ——— but upon my Soul you 
look ſadly. 

La. Ara. No matter for that, if you'll let me win a 
little of your Money this Morning. | 

Capt. What, with that Face? Go, go waſh it, go 
waſh it, and put on ſome handſom things; you look'd a 
good likely Woman laſt Night ; I wou'd not much have 
cared if you had run five hundred Pounds in my Debt; 
but if I play with you this Morning, I'gad I'd adviſe 
you to win, for I won't take your perſonal Security at 
preſent for a Guinea. 

Ld. i ov. To what a nauſeous Freedom de Women 
of Quality of late admit theſe trifling Fops? and there's 
a Morning Exerciſe will give em Claim to greater 
Freedoms till. [ Points to the Hazard Table, 

Some Courſe muſt be taken. [Exit. 

Capt. What, is my Lord gone? He looked methought 
as if he did not delight much in my Company. Well, 
Peace and Plenty attend him for your Ladyſhip's Sake, 
and thoſe who have now and then the Honour 
to win a hundred Pounds of you. Ty 

5 [Goes to the Table ſinging, and throws. 

La. Ara. [Twitching the Box from him.) What, do 
you intend to win all the Money upon the 'Table - - 
Seven's the Main «- - Set me a Million, Toupee, Capt. 
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Capt. 1 ſet you two, my Queen --- Six to Seven. 

La. Ara. Six the World's my own, 

Both. Ha, ha, ha! 

Lady. O that my Lord had but Spirit enough about 
him, to let me play for a thouſand Pounds a-night 
But here comes Country Company 


— 


Enter Lady Headpiece, Mifs Betty, Mrs, Motherly, and 


Colonel Courtly. 
Your Servant, Madam, Good-morrow to you. 


La. Head. And to you, Madam, We are come to 


Rreakfaſt with you, Lord, are you got to thoſe pretty 
things already ? 

La. Ara. You ſee we are not ſuch idle Folks in Town 
as you Country Ladies take us to be; we are no ſooner 
out of our Beds, but we are at our Work. 


Miſs Betty. Will dear Lady Arabella give us leave, 


Mother, to do a. Stitch or two with her ? 
Takes the Box and throws, 
Capt. The pretty lively Thing! 


La. Ara. With all her Heart; what ſays your Mama? 


La. Head. She ſays ſhe don't love to fit with her Hands 


before her, when other People's are employ'd, 


Capt. And this is the prettieſt little ſociable Work, 


Men and Women can all do together at it. 


La. Head. Colonel, you are one with us, are you not ? 
La. Ara. O, I'll anſwer for him, he'll be out at no- 
thing. | 


Capt. In a facetious way; he is the politeft Perſon ;. 


he will loſe his Money to the Ladies fo civilly, and will 
win theirs with ſo much Good-breeding ; and he will be 


ſa Modeſt to em before Company, and ſo Impudent to 


'em in a dark Corner, Ha! Colonel! 

La. Head. So | found him, I'm ſure, laſt Night —- 
Mercy on me, an Ounce of Virtue leſs than I had, and: 
dir Francis had been undone, 

Capt. Colonel, I ſmoke you. 


Col. And a fine Character you give the Ladies of me, 


to help me. 


Capt. I give em juſt the Character of you they like, 
modeſt and brave. 


[ Points to the Dice. 
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Come, Ladies, to Buſineſs; look to your Money, eve- 


ry Woman her Hand upon her Purſe. 


Miſs Betty. Here's mine, Captain. 
Capt. O the little ſoft Velvet one - and it's as full 
Come Lady Bhw/e, rattle your Dice, and away with 
'em. 
Ea. Ara. Six at all--- Five to Six--- Five 
Fight -- at all again -- Nine to Eight- -- Nine 
Enter Sir Francis, and flands gating at em. 
Seven's the Main - - at all for Ever. [ Throws out. 
Miſs Betty. Now Mama, let's ſee what you can do. 
[ La. Head. takes the Box. 
La. Head. Well, I'll warrant you, Daughter - 
Miſs Betty. If you do, I'Il follow a good Example. 
La. Head. Eight's the Main -- don't ſpare me, Gen- 
tlemen, I fear you not- -- have at you all - -- Seven to 
Eight --- Seven. 
Capt. Eight, Lady, Eight -- Five Pounds if you 
pleaſe. 
La. Ara. Three, Kinſwoman. 
Col. Two, Madam 
Miſs Betty. And one for Miſs, Mama - -- and now let's 
ſee what I can do. [ 4/ide.] If I ſhou'd win enough 
this Morning to buy me another new Gown O 
bleſs me! there they go Seven - come, Captain, ſet 
me boldly, I want te be at a Handful. 
Capt. There's Two for you Mis. 
Miſs. I'll at 'em, tho” I die for't. 
Sir Fran. Ah my poor Child, take care. 


[Runs to flop the Throw. 
Miſs Betty. There. 


Capt. Out twenty Pounds, young Lady. 

Si Fran, Falſe Dice, Sir. 

Capt. Falſe Dice, Sir? I ſcorn your Words -- twen- 
ty Pounds, Madam. | | | 

Miſi Betty. Undone, Undone! | 

Sir Fran. She ſhan't pay you a Farthing, Sir; I won't 
have Miſs cheated. | 

Capt. Cheated, Sir? 
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La. Head. What do you mean, Sir Francis, to diſturb. 
the Company, and abuſe the Gentleman thus? 

Sir Fran. I mean to be in a Paſſion. 

La. Head. And why will you be in a Paſſion, Sir 
Francis? | 

Sir Fran. Becauſe I came here to Breakſaſt with 
my Lady there, before I went down to the Houſe, ex- 
pecting to find my Family ſet round a civil Table with 
her, upon ſome Plumb-Cake, hot Rolls, and a Cup of 
Strong Beer; inſtead of which, I find theſe good Wo- 
men ſtaying their Stomachs with a Box and Dice, and: 
that Man there, with the ſtrange Periwig, making a good; 
hearty Meal upon my Wife and Daughter | 


Cetera deſunt. 
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